DRESS   REHEARSAL                    l6l

then to give me a dress rehearsal. I was overwhelmed
with gloom. She, on the other hand, became suddenly
animated and excited. She took me up to her room
where the scent of sandalwood spread out from the
pompeian cupboards. She sat down and told me to
begin.

The poem, if I recollect aright, was Miss PlimsolPs
adaptation of a popular dialogue in which some swain
woos some nymph with crude offers of reward and in
which the nymph replies with modesty and dis-
interestedness.

* Madam/  remarks the swain,  < I will give you a  fine

silken gown

To swell it up and down
In and out the town
If you'll walk with me anywhere.'

These offers are progressively increased until the
swain produces the keys of his heart and the nymph
thereat undertakes that she will walk with him every-
where. The horror of this recitation was increased by
the fact that I had to alternate my manner between that
of ardent swain and modest nymph; and that Miss
Plimsoll had instructed me in the most shaming
gestures of appeal and rejection with which to accom-
pany these foolish amoebaean quatrains.

At my dress rehearsal I repeated the poem sulkily
and with the utmost economy of gesture. My aunt,
with ardent eyes, watched my performance. She then
rose and said * Try to do it something like this \
Whereat she ceased to be my aunt and became two
separate people (one of them clearly nymph and the
other clearly swain) whose antics I watched with